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Guess Who\'s Coming to Dinner? 


Author's Notes: 
Nye been gone a while, it\'s mostly because | seem to have massive trouble finishing anything these days. | 
just get distracted, haha. Anyway, I\'m still working on the SOkinkyprompts challenge. This one is: More-some. 


"Daddy, where have you been?" 


A soft whisper over my shoulder, | put my pamphlets and free merch from the car show down on the kitchen 


table, turn to face the voice. 


Lars giggles and lowers his head, looking up at me from under thick lashes. | hear myself swallow but don't 
really feel it. Fuck, he knows how to make a guy feel missed! 


He's naked! Fucking naked and right in the middle of the kitchen and looking at me. Shit, that's hot! Hard and 
stroking a hand down his chest, cheeks all flushed, eyes heavy already. He's been waiting, for me, the only guy 


who can make him this crazy. 


Fuck l'm good! All| have to do is step in the door and he's all over me. 
"Daddy," he says again, "Where have you been? Why have you made me wait all day for you?" 


He walks over, tickles his fingers under the hem of my shirt. | suddenly don't remember where | was all day. 


Where ever it was, it probably sucked! | try to speak but my mouths a little dry all of a sudden. 


"It doesn't matter, baby," Lars whispers, "C'mon, take your clothes off and come up to the bedroom, I've got a 
little surprise for you." 


Oh fuck yes! 

Goodbye clothes, it was nice knowing you! 

He giggles again at my willingness, crinkles up his nose in that sweet way | love. | don't need any other 
persuasion to get me to follow him; if he led me there naked, I'd walk straight into helll | wonder what my 
surprise is? Maybe he bought that cat o' nine tails | saw in the porno last night. Awesomel 


He stops at the bedroom door, opens it for me, waits for me to enter. 


"Baby," he says, serious all of a sudden, "before you go in there, | want you to know..you're the only man I've 
ever loved. You know that right?" 


Aww, how sweet. 

"Yeah, | know, babe. Same for me," | smile down at him and kiss his forehead. 

"Good..good," he murmurs, letting me walk through the bedroom door. 

It's dark inside. He's drawn the curtains, trying to make it all romantic and shit, the kinky little bitch! 

| don't see him at first, I'm sort of easily distracted when I'm horny, you see. The first thing | noticed was 
Lars locking the bedroom door and then, very oddly, swallowing the key. Then | heard this sort of strangled 
‘waark' noise from the bed and | saw him. 

Dave. 

Fucking Dave. 


Naked Dave. 


Naked Dave in my fucking bedl 


Naked Dave in my fucking bed with my fucking boyfriend! 

At first, | don't think my brain could even compute it. | don't think Dave's brain was really dealing with it well 
either. We just stared at each other, looks of horror mirrored in each other's faces. This couldn't be 
happening! Not my Lars! 

Not my Lars..and that! 

| heard a cackle from behind me. 

Fucking Lars! 


"You!" | snap around and stand threateningly over the little shit, "What's the fucking deal, Lars?" 


He bites down on his bottom lip, skips around me and plonks himself down on the bed next to Dave, "Well, baby, 
you're the one who's been begging for a threesome all this time." 


My mouth falls open and closes, l'm gaping like a fucking goldfish. 
"But..but.! thought, like.Kirk. Or Jason, maybe. Not..that!" 
"Hey!" Dave recovers his voice, "You're not exactly what | came here to see either, Hetfield!" 


"You shut the fuck up, Mustaine! I'll deal with you later!" | growl, "Alright, you've had your little fun Lars, now 
unlock the fucking door." 


"Uh, you may not have seen, but he swallowed the key," Dave reminds me. 

Fuck, he's right too. Still Lars isn't completely stupid, he'll have another key around here somewhere. 
| put on my meanest face before asking again, "Lars.where is the spare key?" 

The little slut blinks at me innocently from the bed spread, "Somewhere you'll never find it, Daddy" 


| start to pace. He knows me too fucking welll He knows how to hide something so I'll never find it; he's too 


good at hiding my birthday presents for me to doubt him now! I'll have to try a different track. 


"Dave, if you help me find us a way out of this, | won't kill you and we'll pretend this whole incident never 


happened." 
"Deall" Mustaine leaps off the bed and starts testing the strength of the door, "What is this? Solid Mahogany?" 


"Yeah, we won't be able to break through it." 


"Fuck! Alright, what about the window?" 


Lars lays back on the bed in all his naked glory and stretches, "I wouldn't try it, myself. Unless you like the 


idea of your brains splattering over the patio tile. It's a bit of a drop from the second floor." 
Dave taps his fingers on the window sill, looking down, thinking. 
"Hetfield, help me rip up the sheets!" 


Lars rolls onto his side, getting a little frustrated, "Listen, we all know there's only one way out of here. And 
that's when you two to start making out!" 


| think | just saw Dave's tonsils, that's how wide his mouth dropped open. | can't say I'm any less horrified. Shit! 
Shit! Shit! 


"C'mon." Lars is whispering, seeing our indecision and horror as a weakness and exploiting it. 
"Baby," he pinches his own nipple, "Just touch him. Just a little touch, that's all | want.” 
Fuck! 

| look over at Dave, he's just standing there stock still, completely frozen. Double fuck! 
There's only one thing to do. Just a touch, that's all he wants. 


| have to dig deep to find the strength but | do it. I.I touch Dave's arm. Just..run my fingers up the outside, 
nothing too kinky. Don't want to give that little whore the satisfaction! 


"Good," Lars scoots over right to the edge of the bed, "Now.,just, just give him a little kiss." 

Fuuuuck! What's it gonna take to get out of this? Fine! I'll give fucking Dave Mustaine a fucking kiss! 

Dave is still frozen in spot, | don't know what he's thinking. It's like his brain has shut down completely. Fine, 
this will be easy then, no fighting back. | hold onto his elbow, draw him in a little closer so he's right next to 
me. 


| lean in, grip his elbow tighter and brush our lips together, barely touching. 


Lars gives a little moan, out of the corner of my eye | can see him grab his cock and start to stroke, 
spreading his legs on the bed. Shameless little whore! 


Ok, maybe it was that, or maybe it was how warm the room was all of a sudden, or maybe it was to do with 


how soft Dave's lips were, | don't know, but something, some cosmic force made me keep kissing Dave. 


First it was just touching our lips together, then Dave shifted slightly, his hand coming to rest on my hip. | 
pulled him closer just to hear Lars moan from the bed, Dave opened his mouth, his tongue slipped out, tried to 


work its way into my mouth. Fuck no! He doesn't get it that easily! 


The kiss gets violent, our tongue's fight for control, domination. Its always about domination with him! Fuck, | 
suppose we have something in common Our teeth click together, | fell his scrape along my bottom lip, | push 


back harder, taste his blood on the tip of my tongue. 
When we pull apart we're both panting. His lip is split, a tiny trail of blood making its way down his chin, my 
own lips feel bruised and swollen. | grab him by that pretty hair of his, snarl and start pushing him down. He 


tries to push back but l'm stronger, I've always been stronger. 


He's down on his knees then, in front of me on his fucking knees! | grab my cock, | know what he wants, rub it 


against those thick bloodied lips. He closes his mouth tight, tries to turn his face away. 

"Come on, you know you want to do it, Mustaine. Admit it, it's what you want." 

He lets me shove my cock into his mouth, he could fight back more if he wanted to, | know he could. He's like 
one of those fucking martial arts guys now, isn't he? Some sort of fucking Ginger Ninja. Whatever, he's sucking 
my cock now. | look over at Lars on the bed, he's madly stroking himself, staring at us, not blinking. 

"You like this, baby?" | whisper to him, "You like watching Dave suck me off? Come over here, baby." 

My baby shivers but stands and walks slowly over to me, tugging at his bottom lip, cock bobbing in front of 
his body, hungry for attention. | hook my arm around his waist, pull him in close. His head flops back and | kiss 


him, groaning into his mouth when Dave does something pretty fucking amazing with the tip of his tongue. 


As much as I'd like to come all over Dave's face, into that shiny hair of his, | can't, not just yet. | pull him 


back, shake him again when he whines. 

"Do Lars now." 

He doesn't need any more encouragement. Lars moans low and long when Dave starts bobbing up and down 
over his cock | kiss him some more, his face and neck, pinch his nipples hard, force all these sweet little noises 
out of him, whisper in his ear.. 


"Don't come, no matter what Dave does, don't you dare fucking come." 


Dave hears it, seems to take it as a challenge, he starts moving faster. From the slurping | can tell he's 
sucking harder, Lars’ knees buckle, | have to hold him up. 


"Dave..oh God.s-stop, | can't. can't.oh God." 


Let's see how much he can take, hmm? | move behind him a little, keep one arm around his waist holding him 
up and slip my other hand between his buttocks, playing with his hole. Lars whines, tries to pull away, he 
knows he won't be able to control himself with an assault from both sides. 


Its so easy to slip a finger inside him, begin thrusting. From this angle it's a little hard to find his prostate but 
| know I've found it when he howls and begins to jerk his hips into Dave's mouth. | add another finger, keep 
whispering in his ear that he can't come, it's forbidden that he comes, he'll be punished if he does. 


He's trying so hard, | can tell, his face working and twisting almost painfully. His head is thrashing, he's 
babbling, begging me to let him come, gasping out how hot Dave's mouth is. | thrust faster, push him closer to 
the edge. | can see Dave is squeezing his balls, playing with them while he sucks. 


Then he screams, screams at the top of his lungs. | hear Dave give a strangled grunt, | look over my baby's 
shoulder, looks like Dave got a bit of a shock. He drops Lars' cock out of mouth, gets a face full of come for 
his trouble. He falls to his hands and knees, coughs and hacks. | can see a few strands of come glistening in his 
hair. 

| hear Lars whimper, "llim sorry. James, I'm so sorry. l.l couldn't stop.it was too much." 

"Shh, shhhhh," | hold him closer, kiss his neck, "You were good, baby, you did so well." 

| feel him mould himself to my body, relaxing against me. Dave pulls himself to his feet, wipes the come off 
his face with the back of his hand, stares at me defiantly. | kiss Lars once more to the neck, he's so 
submissive now, he'll do anything we want. | let him slide down onto the ground onto his knees. 

"Time to return the favour, baby. You suck us now." 

He starts on me, just the way it should be, sliding his wet little lips up and down my cock. Dave steps closer, 
his prick bushing against Lars' cheek Lars reaches up and grabs it, begins to stroke him. | let him drop my 
cock out of his mouth, start sucking Dave and stroking me. Dave groans, his head falls back and he buries his 


fingers into Lars’ hair. We keep him doing that until he's hard again. 


When he's ready again, when his cock is bobbing up again, when his eyes are heavy and dark again, | pick him 
up and throw him down on the bed. Dave fights a little at first but he lets me push him over there too. 


"Is this what you wanted, you fucking little slut? Wanted him and me at the same time, huh?" 
Lars pants, rubs a hand over his face. 


"Want him and me inside you, in your mouth and your ass? Want one in your mouth, one in your ass, is that 


it? Like a whore? That's it isn't it?" 


He nods, whines again. 
"Then get on your fucking hands and knees. That's it, spread your fucking legs." 


| grab some lube from the bedside table, rub it on my cock. | don't spend much time getting him ready, he 


doesn't deserve it, shove into him hard and fast. 


"Fuck, you little whore. Were you fucking him before | got here, huh? | can tell. | can tell he's been using you 
good." 


My baby makes a strangled noise, shakes his head, "No..no Daddy, w-we were only fooling around before you 
got home. Just touching, he didn't fuck me, | swear." 


"What did he do to you? C'mon, tell me what you and Dave were doing up here in the dark." 
| keep pounding into him, his muscles twitching and squeezing around my cock. 


"W-well, Dave came over, l.l called him and told him we..ch God..we were swingers, I'd always wanted him, he 
could have me if he wanted." 


"Get to the fucking point!" 

"Aah..he came..came upstairs, he.he wanted me to strip for him. did” 

My head falls back, | can feel my balls tightening, fuck, I'm so fucking close and he's only talking dirty. 
"T-then he kissed me a-.and | was naked, and | let him touch me." 

"Did he touch your cock?" 

"Y-yes." His voice comes out in a strangled whisper. 

"Did you like it?" 

"Aaah, yes." 

"Say it! Say that you liked it" 

"l-I liked.t liked it when Dave touched my cock." 


"And why was that, baby?" | slow my thrusts, squeeze his buttocks, give myself a bit of space to breathe. 


"B-Because l'm a dirty, cock hungry slut” 

That's it! That's all | can take. When he says naughty shit like that, admits what a little whore he is, it just 
drives me crazy. | start pounding into him again, riding him, rutting into his tight little ass. He squeals, | think | 
can hear Dave jerking off behind us, he's grunting and moaning softly. 

Lightning flashes through me, shooting up my spine, spots flash in front of my eyes, | shoot inside him, groan 
and slip out. | fall onto the bed, one thousand miles away from the both of them. It takes me a moment to 


realise that Dave is crawling over to him, pulling Lars butt up, rubbing his palm over the flesh. 


"You know, Junior used to love when | did this to him," Dave murmurs, "You've always reminded me of him a 


little, you know Lars." 

Dave raises his hand and brings it down for a loud slap onto Lars’ left buttock. 
"You've both got such lovely small bodies... 

SMACK 

"Similar sort of colouring, same hair at least." 

SMACK 

"Such lovely fucking asses." 

SMACK 

"But there's one big difference. You know what that is, Lars?" 
He drags his name out, scrapes his fingernails down Lars’ thighs. 
"Junior." 

SMACK 

"Always" 

SMACK 

"Knew" 


SMACK 


"Hig" 
SMACK 
"Place!" 
Lars wails, his head thrashing on the mattress, "I know my place, | know my place!" 


Fuck! | have to say l'm impressed! | didn't think Dave had it in him. Junior always seemed like such a vanilla 


little guy, so prim and proper. | suppose it's always the last person you expect, isn't it. 


"You know what Dave," | get up on my knees, stroke Lars’ hair a little, "I think you're right. | think he does need 


to learn his place." 


Lars looks up, | can see a little fear tinging the desire in his eyes, he whispers ‘daddy’ when | rub my thumb 
over his lips, | let it slip between and he suckles, flicking his tongue over the calloused skin. 


"Lay on your belly, spread eagled," | give him his orders, he obeys. 

Dave watches, | smile at him for the first time this evening, gesture to Lars’ ass. It's mine to give. 

"He's all yours, Dave." 

Lars gives a little moan when Dave slides his cock in, wiggles his ass invitingly. | pick him up by the head, he 
knows what to do, he starts sucking my cock like it's the last thing he'll ever do. | groan, his mouth always 
feels so amazing, his lips were made to suck cock. 

"Ah..he fucking knows how to move, doesn't he, Hetfield?" 

"Fuck yeeeees!" | groan out, "T-that's cause he's a nasty whore! Aren't you, baby?" 

Lars can't really reply right at this time though. 

"Uugh, this is what you wanted, isn't it?" | look down at the top of Lars’ head, let my eyes scan down his back 
to where Dave is madly thrusting into him, head thrown back, eyes closed, lips curled up into that snarl which 


is so familiar. Somehow | knew that was his sex face even before | saw it. 


"You..you always wanted this didn't you?" | hiss to Lars, holding him by the head as he bobs up and down, 


"Someone fucking your ass, someone in your mouth. You need it don't you? Mmm, oh yeeess." 


He squeals, | can see him jerking his hips in time to Dave thrusting into him. Dave reaches under, starts 
stroking Lars, jerking his cock fast and hard. | can feel his throat contracting and around my cock, he's sucking 


me hard, really trying to please me. 


| think it was Lars who came first, his squeals increasing and getting higher in pitch until he stiffens and 
makes one long, loud squeal. | feel his body shudder and then be still. This sends Dave over the edge, he arches 
back and snarls out ‘fuck’ slowly. After he finishes he strokes his hand down Lars’ back, sort of.purrs his 


satisfaction. 


It takes me a little while to finish after they're done but when | do, it's hard and long and amazing. | pull out 
just as | feel the trembles in my spine, spill myself on his face. He loves that, likes when | mark him. 


Or at least he would. if he was conscious right now. Poor baby, it was a bit much for him, | guess. Dave looks 


down, a little concerned. 

"Shit man, is he alright?" 

"Yeah, he's fine. Just help me get him into the shower." 

Dave takes Lars under one arm, | grab him under the other and we half drag, half carry Lars into the shower. 
Dave helps me wash and towel him off, Lars drifts in and out consciousness while we clean him. When we're 
done | carry him back out and tuck him into bed. He looks so sweet when he's sleeping. 

"So." Dave fidgets behind me, picks up his jeans from the floor, "Ill guess..lll leave you to it” 


"Oh!" Ah shit, I'd forgotten the most awkward parts of threesomes: afterwards. 


"Oh!" | say again, "You can hang around for a while if you like. You don't have to go straight away.| mean.he 


might want to see you when he wakes up, you know..." 


"Nah. got someplace to be tonight," he chuckles, looks down, "You won't believe this, but | actually have a date 


with Junior." 
"No shit!" 


So what? He decided to start the evening by banging my boyfriend and then head off to a night with his ex! 


Classy, Mustaine, real classy. 


"Don't look at me like that, James! We're not officially ‘dating’ yet, he wants to take it slow, reconnect, all that 


relationship counselling bullshit." 
| nod, me and Lars went through that stage after the whole rehab thing, that's no secret. It's not easy either. 


"Yeah, but we've been doing it for like, four months now and we've just gotten to kissing each other goodnight. 
I've got the worst case of blue balls in history, its torture." 


"Fuck. That sucks." 
"Tell me about it. Anyway, I'd better be off. | gotta shower and shit! 
"Alright, see you ‘round Dave" 

"Bye, James" 


Dave pulls on his shirt, turns to leave. | sit down on the bed and stroke Lars’ face, watching him sleep. | hear 


the knob on the door turn a few times but not open. 
Oh no.. 

"Uh, James, the door." 

Shiiit 


"Its still locked" 


l'm going to kill him. 


